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POST SERIAL

A Deadly SecretA Deadly Secret
Homicide in Palo AltoHomicide in Palo Alto
A fi ctional serial by John Angell Grant

My wife was missing for a few days before 
they found the body. There was some concern 
during those few days, but not too much.

Carla was an independent woman, who did 
what she wanted, and people who knew her 
understood that about her. She had her various 
boyfriends. She had her high profi le tech-turned-
hedge-fund job. She didn’t like to answer to peo-
ple, and those who knew her, were aware of that. 
Carla didn’t like people in her business.

Her admin called me the day after I hit her in 
the head with a rock, and pushed her into a ravine, 
and asked me if I knew where Carla was. I said 
I didn’t know, but that I assumed that she had 
taken off on one of her many business adventures, 
without giving me the details. Often Carla would 
disappear without leaving me much information, 
and then I’d get a call from her a few days later.

When the police found her body in a gully by 
the Pearson-Arastradero Open Space Preserve, off 
of Arastradero Road, with her head crushed from 
an apparent fall, they immediately came over and 
talked to me.

A performance for the cop
“She was the love of my life,” I said. Then I 

burst into tears. It was quite a performance. I had 
been rehearsing.

The Palo Alto police detective, who was a 
woman, asked me if I could help her. I told her 
that I was devastated.

Carla and I had been married only eight years; 
and, as I explained it to the detective, those were 
the best years of my life.

“Tell me about your family,” the detective said.
“It was a blended family,” I explained. “She had 

two kids; I had two kids.”
“Where are the kids?” the detective asked.
“They’re all away at school,” I said. “We’re 

empty nesters.
“What was your relationship like with your 

wife?” she said.
“It was great,” I said.
“Any problems?” she asked.

The usual issues
“No,” I said. “Hardly anything at all.”
“What does that mean?” said the cop.
“Nothing signifi cant,” I said. “Some of the usual 

issues, but nothing big.”

“What do you mean by the usual issues,” she 
said.

“Oh,” I said, “You know. Where we vacation. 
What kind of cars we want to buy. Palo Alto luxu-
ry problems.”

“What were the vacation issues?” the detective 
asked.

“Oh, you know,” I said. “I like Maui and she 
likes archeological digs in China and the Middle 
East.”

“What about the cars,” she said.
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“You said there was a problem with the cars,” 

she said.
Tesla, the obvious choice

“Oh,” I said. “I wanted to go electric; she liked 
the fast cars.”

“You could have gotten a Tesla,” said the cop.
“What do you mean?” I said.
“Then you could have electric; and go fast; all 

in one vehicle.”
“I wish I’d known that,” I said.
I didn’t mention to the detective the many 

affairs that my wife and I had had while married. I 
hoped that wasn’t a mistake.
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